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PE TULANTUS AND FELICIA Three months elapsed ere Felicia 
Y shi’ PETULANTUS left his home|/heard of Petulantus. During this 
,d the amiable and beloved Felicia, to || tedious interval, Artifex used but 
rience the hardships and dangers || every means in his power to quiet her 
tendant on war. ‘Their parting was|fears. At length a letter came, but 
‘ throw the most affecting nature, and even||not in that warm style of affection 
ir little children seemed to sympa-'! which was wont to mark the epistles 
ize with them in their feelings. of Petulantus to Felicia, even when 
Felicia indulged herself in soli-j absent but a few days from her : 
ide, having chosen for her place of|}while another received by Artifex, 
- ex@mesidence an ancient Gothic castle ; | was replete with-his usual kindness. 
Which had descended through aj|| Artifex,in order to procure a sight 
ccession of ancestors, to her hus-|jof Felicia’s letter, put that written 
and. to him into-her hand: she read it, 
Artifex, whom this happy pair es- |; and could not suppress the agitation 
eemed as their common friend, was aj/of her mind, on finding in its coh- 
itness to their parting; and the last||tents, strains of kindness far more 
rords of Petulantus to his friend, when | warm than those dictated to her.— 
te bade adieu to him and to Britain, || Artifex, who kept his eye constantly 
vere, “* Befriend my Felicia and my chil- | upon her passions, did not fail to see 
ren.” Artifex, with many protesta- || that resentment was no stranger to her 
ions, promised to protect them as his |; mind: he soon procured from her a 
wn, and the separation of these friends | sight of Petulantus’s letter. He had 
eemed to be void of the least taint of | no sooner read it, but he gravely said, 
hypocrisy. | Petulantus, no doubt, was on bu- 
Felicia had not been long in her re-|! siness of the greatest importance to 
tirement, when Artifex paid her a vi-|j the welfare of his country, otherwise 
ssit, and acquainted her that he intend-|| he never would have been so laconic 
ed to take a house in the neighbour- | in writing to a woman of your beauty 
hood, in order the better to fulfil the || and merit. If it was not so, itis un- 
promise he had made to Petulantus. |} pardonable.” He then made a long 
Felicia, unwilling to put him to any in-|! descant on the changes that the frailty 
convenience on her account, in point} of our nature renders us so very liable 
of expense, and looking on him, |j to. 

from his close intimacy with her hus-}} It was not long after this, by the 
band, as little less than a brother, offer-|| means of his villany in suppressing 
ed him apartments in the castle. Ar-| the letters of Petulantus to Felicia, 
tifex caught at this offer of Felicia,) that he had it in his power to hold 
and immediately took up his lodgings up to her the baseness of men in ge- 
under the_hospitable roof of his fair) neral: and which she, from not having 
friend. ! for several months heard from her hus- 
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band, any otherwise than by the army 
returns, which served only to aggravate 
her ideas of his neglect, fell but too rea- 
dily into a belief of. 

Felicia, although without receiving 


a line from her husband, still hoped that ; 


his seeming neglect arose from circum- 
stances unavoidable; and determined 
in her own mind to seek out Petulan- 
tus; but upon making this resolve 
known to Artifex, he opposed it, ex- 
claiming, “ It is mine to seek out Petu- 
lantus! It is mine to punish those who 
offer any insult, either by word or ac- 
tion, to the word or action, to the wo- 
man I adore.” ‘Then falling on his 
knees before her, and taking her hand; 
which she drew away from him instan- 
taneously, but which he again seized, 
and keeping hold of, said, “* Deign, fair 
lady, to smile on the man who can live 
only in your smiles: a man who loves 
you dearer than ever woman was belov- 
ed ; and who now despises the ungrate- 
ffi Petulantus.”—“ Hold monster !” 
said Felicia, who by an extraordina- 
ry éxertion had extricated herself from 


his grasp, and rushed forward to the) 


door of the apartment, and reached 
her house-keeper’s room before Arti- 


fex had time’to recover himself from | 
} 


her severe repulse. Felicia now call- 


' 
ed her servants to her assistance, to} 
whom she gave orders for the imme-) 


diate expulsion of Aritifex from her 


hoyse. 
(To be concluded in our next.) 


——D oe 


THE LOOKING-GLASS. 
A tale of former times. 
( Continued from page 39.) 


Now, when every individual had seen 
this monstrous Proteus, who appeared 
in a different shape to every spectator, 
they were most unaccountably puzzled, 
and at the same time almost terrified 
to distraction ; however, after a long 
and sharp debate, what were the safest 


methods to be taken in so critical a sit- | its tenderstem, and nature, wiping away 


uation. It was at length agreed, that 
they should all go in a body, armed 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


with what first came to hand, and fall 
upon, and at once rid the world of y 
horrible a monster. It was in vai 
that my lord remonstrated, he saw and 
repented his folly too late ; and not day. 
ing to oppose so furious a multitude 
he quietly suffered them to arm them, 


selves with various implements of cook. fiBness 
ery, contained in the magazines of his (mani 
ownkitchenandscullery. Beingat length fi and 
completely armed with pokers, tongs JM once 
spits, gridirons, shovels, &c. &c. our he. Mit 00 
roes moved in firm phalanx towards the mM festl 
| scene of action ; but when they had near. MM bling 
ly arrived at the top of the stairs, a ques. fim with 
tion started which had almost over. {Mit is 
thrown them without striking a blow, i it— 


‘The question was, Whoshould first enter F 





the fatal chamber? At length the before. gM cou‘ 
mentioned Irishman, witha huge warm. fm brea 
ingpan in his right hand, a kettle inf fort 
his left hand, boldly pushed forward, iI si 
and bursting open the door, instantly ji and 
rushed at his own figure which present- {i the 
ed itself before him as he entered, andj will 
with both his weapons discharging afm lov 
double blow, a dreadful crash followed, 20d 
and an immense square mirror fell in-§ sha 
to ten thousand shivers at the feet of the MM har 
;conqueror, who ringing his pan and wit 
kettle together in token of victory, said the 
he had ‘kilied the monster as dead as any Mm att 
man alive. At the word dead, the whole he 


gang, who till now stood trembling on fm lc 
the stair case, rushed into the room. | th 
( To be concluded in our next.) gr 
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JACINTA.—A fragment. 


The darkening storms of winter are 
fled~his icy honours are dissolved— 
and the hoarse gale that sported on the 
foaming bosom of the ocean, and bent 
the tali pines of the desert, lies hushed 











in the cell of tranquillity: At the en- 





| chanting call of spring, the timid snow 
drop unfolds her silvery beauties, and 


| the fair hyacinth diffuses abroad her de- 
licate perfume; the green blade raises 


her tears, puts on the smile ef loveliness 





~~ wh eet eee 


|—but alas! O spring! thy charms delight 











id fa Minot the sorrowful soul of Jacinta; in 
of soffifvain dost thou sport around her whose 
Vainiimheart is the dwelling of woe—Solitary as 















v andillmpicht she wanders among the tombs— 
t dar. for Aldello, the youth of her love, sleeps 
tude, the deep slumber of death—Yes, he is 
hem. ne-—he is fallen to dumb forgetful- 
Cook. ness an early prey—Closed are those 
of his MM animated eyes which beamed love— 
ength iam and unfeeling is that heart which could 
Ongs, Mmonce melt at the tale of distress—Alas ! 
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DRUNKENNESS—Concluded. 


I come now to the specific part of my mot- 
to—‘*she made a pillow of her bottle.” 
Of all the misfortunes that can befal a so- 
ber man, surely the greatest is to be connected 
with 

A drunken woman, 
The vulgar may support such a connection: 
but where is the heart of sensibility able to ex~ 
ist under such a curse ? 
The man thus situated, has every evil to 
apprehend. He has two persons to feel for: 
and children, who should be a blessing, 
are to him oppression in the heaviest sense- 

Among the Romans, drunkenness in a wo- 
man was punished with death. With us, 
confinement would be the most proper mode. 
There could be no injustice in locking a 
woman up, to preserve her from destruc- 
tion. 

Women of the first fashion have degenerated 
into this vice. It is the same—the effects are 
the same—whether the means be common 
gin, or high seasoned ratifia—whether it 
be cherry bounce—or peaches preserved in 
Cogniac. 

It is not my nature to be severe, and there- 
fore I cannot publish the horrid picture which 
my imagination has painted—But the woman 
who would avoid disease, pain, loathsomeness, 
hatred, shame, prostitution—I may add death 
and perdition—will avoid strong liquors. 


ee ee 


A young candidate for the bar, on his-exam-. 
ination, was asked among other questions, how 
many kinds of bail are there ? ** Three” was 
his reply. ** Describe them, sir, if you please,’ 
said the judge. ‘* First, Special ; secondly, 
Common ; .’ Here he paused, recollect- 
ing his error of enumeration. ‘* Well, sir, the 
third?” was the next demand of the judge, with 
a mixture of severity and contempt. The youth 
assuming a proper degree of forensic assurance, 
replied, “the third, please the court, is deg 
bail,” This come off, procured him not only 
excuse but applause. 


—— 
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Apicius the Roman when he cast up his ac- 
cJunts, and found but 100,000 crowns left, mur- 
dered himself for fear he should be famished 
to death. 

tie ek eee 


In a Dutch translation of Cato, the version of 
the soliloquy is curious :—thus does it com- 
mence ; *‘ Just so,—You are very right Myn- 
heer Plato. 


ee ee 


A man of an agreeable and merry disposition, 
but very poor, finding one night, some ‘thieves 
in his house, told them, without putting him- 
self in a passion, I cannot imagine what you ex- 
pect tofindin my house iv the night time, 
since, I can find nothing in it in the day 


= 





r he. Mm itno longer responds to the light airs of 
S the festivity, nor heeds the mellow war- 
near- aE blings of melancholy ; but imprisoned 
ues. am within the narrow precincts of the grave, 
ver. aE it is cold—cold as the clod that conceals 
low, iam it.— 
ater fm Flow on my tears—bathe the clayey 
‘ore. am couch of Aldello, and let the sighg of my 
1rm- fa breast mingle with the sounds of night, 
> ing for the friend of my heart is no more— 
ard I sigh unpitied—I- moan unheard— 
ntly # and when my tears fall, they fall not on 
ent-(™m the bosom of compassion——Nightly 
andf™ will I visit the place of thy repose, my 
g alm love--I will thinkof thy departed virtues, 
ved, and weep to their memory—and this 
in-f™ shall be the solace of my griefs: the 
the f™ hand of spring shall re-decorate thy turf 
and fm with verdure—and the leafless willow 
aid that nods over thine urn, shail she again 
any  attire—Here fragrant evening shall shed 
ole her sweetest tears—and here the white 
onf™ clover, nightly lifting its moist odours to 
, the winds, shall blossom to adorn thy 
| grave.— 
The thrush shall desert the dark forest, to 
swell 
O’er thy tomb, my Aldello, her sorrowful 
ire song’ ; 
a While the light blowing gales in the moun- 
he tains that dwell, 
O’er the slow rolling Hudson the note shall 
nt prolong. 
od 
n- —2 +e 
W SENTIMENT. 
d Life is a picture ; fortune the frame, 
-- @ but misfortune, the shades.—The first 
Si@ is only its extrinsic ornament, but the 
Y@ latter, if well sustained, forms the in- 
‘ trinsic merit by giving a bolder relief to 
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THE WINTER mMorN 
By Malachi Meldrum, £'s9.—concluded. 
Szz ye him Pressing through the wreath : 
The father cheer’d the ha’; 
he master’s Voice, the master’s hand, 
Maun cheer the lowing sta’. 
Ay drifts the snaw—the atry east 
His beam casts on the storm ; 
And slaw and Sweer, the wintry day 
Lifts up his an y form, 
And what avails’; ?—the rusty plough 
Is buried in the snaw ; 
The spade, the pick, but nae the flail, 
Are frozen to the wa’, 
Return then, Carl ! wh 


ING, 





THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


The beauty of that heavenly mind, 
Shall length of days defy. 


ED > Ge 







blushes tinge the glowin 


west, 

Where Nature’s God, half veil’d, retiring 
sinks 

To ocean’s bed, while green hair’d Neptune 
drinks, 


est hue, 


While motley forms, which twilight loves 1, 
weave, 


Veil the rich landsca 
view : 

And see, with Patience smil 

he meek ey’d moon, 








pe from my “eyes Strain’ 


ing at her side, 
with silvery Sarlands 












om 
crown’d, 
pis wo nw sieue's though the dew n earth’s cool cheek sheds forth her lusty ee 
Oe wide, aa 
What though the gowan’s gilded tap Beck’ning calm silence with her looks pro. iyith 
1€8 Cauld aside the stane ? found ; wd 
Sweet spring, thy fields, sae smooth and I As oft she waves on the dull brow of nigh th 
white, Her dewy tresses wreath with pearly light. [iB by 
Will clothe wi? velvet green ; St celv! 
And o’er thy furrows, now sae deep, mos' 
Will harvests robe be seen, THE CONSTANT Lovers, 
Return—thy cheery fire-side Well—I have found my heart again, and 
Is shinan’ clear and clean ; And now, my fair, we both are free ; ing | 
Loud birrs the wheel—the Sang, the tale— How strange that I could bear the chain resp 
And a’ is blyth and bein. So long, and bear it too, for thee ! ie 
I’m cauld, guidman ! thy pointing hand Since, said the maid, since we must part, he 
Throws up the door to me ; And love’s delusions all are O’er ; she | 
It seeks na storm to melt thy heart, Since you have taken back your heart, pur's 
Or wet thy gentle ee. And we perhaps shall Meet no more ; leave 
*m unco cauld—amang the bairns ince here we bid adieu to bliss, ‘wae 
Let me the creepie draw ; And all our fond delirium ends av 
My Pipe, wi’? Suky’s Swelling voice, are well !—pbut not without a kiss— whe 
Will help the day awa’, One kiss !—and we will part—as friends. tance 
We'll dance—we?}} sing—but nae forget Ah, wily girl! full well you knew acne 
The storm worn wanderer’s groans : What magic hung upon your lip Alf 
High on the hill, far in the glen, For when the nectar’d draught I drew Sell. 
e'll listen for his moans. As bees their honied beverage sip Pe 
Again the stream of liquid fire own 
GLOSSARY. Sta’, cattle.—At » gloomy—f} Impetuous pour’d through ev'ry vein ; self 1 
Sweer, lazy, averse.—Bein, wealthy, comforta- || My pulses beat with new desire i 
le.—Creepie, a small stool, ah me! my heart was lost again. mane 
:, ——o— stant 
*T wixt John and his wife, in liey of affection, The 
On Miss Maria ——_ Perpetual contests arose : dt 
Of damask cheeks and radiant eyes, In judgment and taste each assum’d the direc. HB ¢ : 
Let other poets tell, tion, with 
Within the bosom of my fair, And both were proceeding to blows : | hung 
Superior graces dwell, hen John exclaim’d, « hold, my error I see; heal 
There all the sprightly powers of wit, our argument’s weighty and true, 
In blithe assembla play, You have taste—for in marriage you made apart 
here every social virtue Shades 5 choice of me ; false 
Its intellectual ray. ave none—I made choice of you !” made 
Unbounded charity displays BY Meena phial 
Her sympathising charms Putra DELPHIA—Published weekly, Price > 
And friendship’s pure etherial flame, thirty-seven and an half cents per quarter, payable fj whic! 
The oe om warms ; in advance, by T. Connte, No. 22,Carter’s Al. brouy 
hen that fair form shall sink in years, ley, opposite Mr. Girard’; Bank-- Where a Ler- the s 
And all those Staces tly, TER Box is placed for literary communications. 





